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8 princes une great e Some have play'd 
At hewing mountains into men, and ſome 

At building human wonders mountain high. 

Some have amus'd the dull, ſad years of life, 

Life ſpent in indolence, and therefore ſad, 

With ſchemes of monumental fame; and ſought 

By pyramids and mauſolæan pomp, 

Short-liv'd themſelves, t'immortalize their bonds. 

Some ſeek diverſion in the tented field, 

And make the ſorrows of mankind their ſport. 

But waR's à game, which, were their ſubjects 27%, 

KINGS would not play at. Nations would do well 

Teextort their truncheons from the puny hands 

Of heroes, whoſe infirm and baby minds 

Are gratified with miſchief; and who ſpoil; 

Becauſe men ſuffer it, their toy the world. 

When Babel was confounded, and the great 

Confed'racy of projectors wild and vain 
Was ſplit into diverſity of tongues, 

Then, as a ſhepherd ſeparates his flock, 
Theſe to the upland, to the valley thoſe, 
God drave aſunder, and aſſigned their lot 
To all the nations. Ample was the boon, 
He gave them, in its diſtribution fair” 
And equal, ud he bade them, dwell in 
Peace was * care * Pont 


* 


* of P ; 
\ * * 
* A 
5 | >. - 
, * , 


— 


1 


And reap'd their plenty without grudge or ſtrife. 

But violence can never longer ſleep | 
Than human paſſions pleaſe. In ev'ry heart 

Are ſown the ſparks that kindle fiery war; 
Occaſion needs but fan them, and they blaze. 

Cain had already ſhed a brother's blood : 

The deluge waſh'd it out; but left unquench'd 

The ſeeds of murder in the breaſt of man. 

Soon, by a righteous judgment, in the line 

Of his deſcending progeny was found 

The firſt artificer of death ; the ſhrew'd 

Contriver who firſt ſweated at the forge, 

And forc'd the'blunt and yet unbloodied ſteel 

To a keen edge, and made it bright for war. 

Him, Tubal nam'd, the Vulcan of old times, 

The ſword and falchion their inventor claim. 

And the firſt ſmith was the firſt murd'rer's ſon. 

His art ſurviv'd the waters; and ere long, 

When man was multiplied and ſpread abroad 

In tribes and clans, and had begun to call 

Theſe meadows and that range of hills his own, 

The taſted ſweets of property begat 

Deſire of more ; and induſtry in ſome 

T'improve and cultivate their juſt demeſne, 

Made others covet what they ſaw ſo fair. 
Thus war began on earth: theſe fought for ſpoil, 
And thoſe in ſelf-defence. Savage at firſt, 

The onſet, and irregular. At length 

One eminent above the reſt, for ſtrength, 

For ſtratagem, or courage, or for all, | 

Was choſen leader: him they ſerv'd in war, 

And him in peace, for ſake of warlike deeds 
Rev'renc'd no leſs. Who could with him compare ? 
Or who ſo worthy to controul themſelves _ 

As he whoſe proweſs had ſubdu'd their foes? - 

Thus war affording field for the diſplay 

Of virtue, made one chief, whoſe times of peace, 
Which have their exigencies too, and call 
For ſkill in government, at length made king 


King 


„ 

King was a name too proud for man to wear 
With modeſty and meekneſs; and the crown, 
So dazzling in their eyes who ſet it on, 
Was ſure Cintoxicate the brows it bound: 
It is. the abje& property of moſt, 
That being parcel of the common mals, 
And deſtitute of means to raiſe themſelves, 
They fink and ſettle lower than they need. 
They know not what it is to feel within, 
A comprehenſive faculty, that graſps : 
Great purpoſes with eaſe, that turns and wields, 
Almoſt without an effort, plans too vaſt 
For their conception, which they cannot move. 
Conſcious of impotence, they ſoon grow drunk 
With gazing, when they ſee an able man 
Step forth to notice ; and beſotted thus, 
Bulld him a pedeſtal, and ſay, ſtand there, 
And be our admiration and our praiſe. 
They roll themſelves before him in the duſt, 
Then moſt deſerving in their own account, 
When moſt extravagant in his applauſe, - 
As if exalting him they rais'd themſelves. 
Thus by degrees, ſelf-cheated of their ſound 
And ſober judgment, that he is but man, 
They demi-deify and fume him ſo, 
That in due ſeaſon he forgets it too. 
Inflated and aſtrut in ſelf-conceit, 
He gulps the windy diet, and ere long, 
Adopting their miſtake, profoundly thinks 
The world was made in vain, if not for him. 
Thenceforth they are his cattle : drudges, born 
To bear his burdens; drawing in his gears 
And ſweating in his ſervice, his caprice 
Becomes the ſoul that animates them all. 
He deems a thouſand, or ten thouſand lives, 
Spent in the purchaſe of renown for him, 
An eaſy reck'ning, and they think the ſame. 
Thus xixos were firſt invented, and thus xix os 
Were buraiſh'd into heroes, and became 
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The arbiters of this terraqueous ſwamp, 
Storks among frogs, that have but croak'd and died. 
Strange, that ſuch folly as lifts bloated man 
To eminence fit only for a god, | 
Should ever drivel out of human lips, 
Ev'n in the cradled weakneſs of the world! 
Still ſtranger much, that when at length mankind 
Had reach'd the ſinewy firmneſs of their youth, 
And could diſcriminate and argue well | 
On ſubjects more myſterious, they were yet 
Babes in the cauſe of freedom, and ſhould fear as 7 
And quake before the gods themſelves had made. 5 
But above meaſure ſtrange, that neither proof „ 
Of ſad experience, nor examples ſet 
By ſome whoſe patriot virtue has prevail'd, 
Can even now, when they are grown mature 
In wiſdom, and with philoſophic deeps 
Familiar, ſerve t'emancipate the reſt ! 
Such dupes are men to cuſtom, and ſo prone 
To rev'rence what is ancient, and can plead 
A courſe of long obſervance for its uſe, 
That even ſervitude, the worſt of ills, at 
Becauſe deliver'd down from fire to ſon, * 
Is kept and guarded as a ſacred thing. | 
But is it fit, or can it bear the ſhock 
Of rational diſcuſſion, that a man, 
Compounded and made up like other men 
Of elements tumultuous, in whom luſt No 
And folly in as ample meaſure meet 1 
As in the boſoms of the ſlaves he rules, 5 
Should be a deſpot abſolute, and boaſt 
Himſelf the only freeman of his land? 
Should, when he pleaſes, and on whom he will 
Wage war, with any or with no pretence 
Of provocation giv'n or wrong ſuſtain'd, 
And force the beggarly laſt doit, by means 
That his own humour dictates, from the * 
Of poverty, that thus he may procure 
His thouſands, weary of penurious life, 
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A ſplendid opportunity to die? 


Say ye, who (with leſs prudence than of old 
Jotham aſcrib'd to his aſſembl'd trees 

In politic convention) put your truſt 
l'th'ſhadow of a bramble, and reclin'd 

In fancied peace beneath his dang'rous branch, 
Rejoice in him, and celebrate his ſway, 

Where find ye paſſive fortitude? Whence ſprings 

Your ſelf-denying zeal, that holds it good 

To ſtroke the prickly grievances, and to hang 

His thorns with ſtreamers of continual praiſe? 

We too are friends to loyalty. We love 

The king who loves the law; reſpects his bounds, 

And reigns content within them ; him we ſerve 

Freely and with delight, who leaves us free ; 

But recollecting ſtill that he is man, 

We truſt him not % far. King though he be, 

And king in England too, he may be weak, 

And vain enough to be ambitious ſtill ; 

May exerciſe amiſs his proper pow'rs, 

Or covet more than freemen chuſe to grant: 

Beyond that mark 1s treaſon. He 1s ours, 
T'adminiſter, to guard, t'adorn the ſtate, 

But not to wrap or change it. We are his, 

To ſerve him nobly in the common cauſe, 

True to the death, but not to be his ſlaves. 

Mark now the diff rence, ye that boaſt your love 

Of kings, between your loyalty and ours, 
Me love the man; the paltry pageant you. 

We the chief patron of the commonwealth ; 

You the regardleſs author of its woes. 

We, for the ſake of liberty, a king; 

You chains and bondage, for a tyrant's ſake, 

Our love is principle, and has its root 

In reaſon, is judicious, manly and free; 

Yours, a blind inſtinct, crouches to the rod, 
And licks the foot that treads it in the duſt. 

Where kingſhip as true treaſure as it ſeems, 

Sterling, and worthy of a wiſe man's wiſh, 
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I would not be a king to be belov'd 

Cauſeleſs, and daub'd with undiſcerning s 
Where love is mere attachment to the throne, 
Not to the man who fills it as he ought. 

Whoſe freedom is by ſuff rance, and at will 
Of a ſuperior, he is never free. 

Who lives, and is not weary of a life 
Expos'd to manacles, deſerves them well. 

The ſtate that ſtrives for liberty, though foil'd, 
And forc'd t'abandon what ſhe bravely ſought, 
Deſerves at leaſt applauſe for her attempt, 

And pity for her loſs. But that's a cauſe 

Not often unſucceſsfull: pow'r uſurp'd 

Is weakneſs when oppos'd ; conſcious of wrong, 
Tis puſillanimous and prone to flight. 

But ſlaves that once conceive the glowing thought 
Of freedom, in that hope itſelf poſſeſs 

All that the conteſt calls for ; ſpirit, ſtrength, 
Ehe ſcorn of danger, and united hearts, 

The ſureſt preſage of the good they ſeck. 
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Tis liberty alone that gives the flow'r 

Of fleeting life its luſtre and perfume, 

And we are weeds without it. All conſtraint, 
Except what wiſdom lays on evil men, 

Is evil; hurts the faculties, impedes 

Their progreſs i in the road of ſcience; blinds 
The eye-fight of diſcovery, and begets 

In thoſe that ſuffer it, a ſordid mi 

Beſtial, a meagre intellect, unfit 

To be the tenant of man's noble form. 

Thee therefore ſtill, blame-worthy as thou art, 
With all thy. loſs of empire, and though ſqueez'd 
By public exigence till annual food 

Fails for the craving hunger of the ſtate, 

Thee I account ſtill happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, ſeeing thou are free ! 

My native nook of earth ! thy clime is rude, 
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All hearts to ſadneſs, and none more than mine; 
Thine unadult'rate manners are leſs ſoft 
And plauſible than ſocial life requires, 
And thou haſt need of diſcipline and art 
To give thee what politer France receives 
From Nature's bounty—that humane addreſs 
And ſweetneſs, without which no pleafure is 
In converfe, either ſtarv'd by cold reſerve, 
Or fluſh'd with fierce diſpute, a ſenſeleſs brawl ; 
Yet being free, I love thee; for the ſake 
Of that one feature can be well content, 
Diſgrac'd as thou haſt been, poor as thou art, 
To ſeek no ſublunary reſt beſide. 
But once enflav'd, FAREWELL |! I could endure 
Chains no where patiently ; aud chains at home, 
Where I am free by birthright, not at all. 
Then what were left of roughneſs in the grain 
Of Britiſh natures, wanting its excuſe 
That it belongs to freemen, would diſguſt 
And ſhock me. I ſhould then, with double pain, 
Feel all the rigor of thy fickle clime ; 
And if I muſt bewail the bleſſing loſt, 
For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled, 
I would at leaſt bewail it under ſkies 
Milder, among a people leſs auſtere, 
In ſcenes which; having never known me free, 
Would not reproach me with the loſs I felt. 
Do I forbode impoſſible events, | 
And tremble at vain dreams ? Heav'n grant I may ! 
But the age of virtuous politics 1s paſt, 7 
And we are deep in that of cold pretence. 
Patriots are grown too ſhrude to be ſincere, 
And we too wiſe to truſt them. He that takes 
Deep in his ſoft credulity the _ 
Deſign'd by loud declaimers on the pad 
Of liberty, themſelves the ſlaves of luſt, 
Incurs deriſion for his eaſy faith 
And lack of knowledge, and with cauſe enough : 
For when was public virtue to be found 
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Where private was not ? Can he love the whole 
Who loves no part? He be a nation's friend, 


Whois, in truth, the friend of no man there? 


Can he be ſtrenuous in his country's cauſe, 
Who ſlights the charities, for whoſe dear ſake 
That country, if at all, muſt be belov'd ? 
Tis therefore ſober and good men are ſad 


For England's glory, ſeeing it wax pale 


And ſickly, while her champions wear their hearts 
So looſe to private duty, that no brain, 

Healthful and undiſturb'd by factious fumes, 

Can dream them truſty to the gen'ral weal. 

Such were not they of old, whoſe temper'd blades 
Diſpers'd the ſhackles of uſurp'd control, 

And hew'd them link from link : then Albion's ſons 
Were ſons indeed; they felt a filial heart | 
Beat high within them at a mother's wrongs, 

And, ſhining each in his domeſtic ſphere, 

Shone brighter ſtill, once call'd to public view. 
*Tis therefore many, whoſe ſequeſter'd lot | 
Forbids their interference, looking on, . 
Anticipate perforce ſome dire event ; 

And ſeeing the old caſtle of the ſtate, 

That promis'd once more firmneſs, fo aſſail'd, 
That all its tempeſt beaten turrets ſhake, 

Stand motionleſs, expectants of its fall, 

All has its date below ; the fatal hour 


Was regiſter'd in heav'n ere time began. 
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We turn to duſt, and all our mightieſt works 

Die too: the deep foundations that we lay, 

Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains. 
We build with what we deem eternal rock; _ 
A diſtant age aſks where the fabric ſtood, 
And in the duſt, ſifted and ſearch'd in vain, 
The undiſcoverable ſecret ſleeps. . _. 


THE END. 
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LL Prieſts are not the ſame: be underſtood ! 
1 Prieſts are like other folks, ſome bad, ſome good. 
What's Vice or Virtue ſure admits no doubt, . 
Then Clergy, with Church miſſion or without; 
When good, or bad, annex we to your name, 
The greater honour, or the greater ſhame. 
Mark how a country Curate once could riſe 
Tho' neither learn'd, nor witty, good nor wilc ! 
Of innkeeper or butcher if begot, 
At Cam, or Iſis bred, imports it not. 
A Servitor he was, — “ Of Hall or College?“ 
Aſk not to neither credit is his knowledge. 
Four years thro' foggy ale, yet made him ſee 
Juſt his neck verſe to read, and take degree. 2 
A gown with added ſleeves, he now may wear: | 
While his round hat transforms into a ſquare. 
Him quite unſconc'd, the butt'ry book ſhall own, 
At pray'rs, tho' ne'er devout, fo conſtant known. 
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Let teſtimonials then his worth diſcloſe ! « 
He gains a caſſock, beaver and a roſe. 4 
A Curate now, his furniture review ! A 


A few old ſermons and a bottle-ſcrew. , 
« A Curate !—where? His name (cries one) recite ! 

Or tell me this Is pudding his delight?  _. 4 
"BM : His 
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e Why ours loves pudding !” Does he ſo? 'tis he! 
« A Servitor!” Sure Curtt will find a key. 
His Alma Mater now he quite forſakes, _, 
She gave him one degree, and two he takes. 
He now the hood and ſleeve of Maſter wears! 


e A Doctor;” (quoth they)—and lo, a ſcarf he bears! 


A ſwelling, ruſling, gloſſy ſcarf yet he, 
By peer unqualified, as by degree. 
This Curate learns church dues and law to teize, 


When time ſhall ſerve for tythes and ſurplice fees ; 


When *ſcapes ſome portion'd girl from guardian's pow'r, 
He the ſnug licence gets for nuptial hour; 

And rend'nng vain her parent's prudent cares, 

To ſharper weds her, and with ſharper ſhares. 


Let babes of poverty convulſive lie; 


No bottle waits, tho' babe unſprinkl'd die. 

Half office ſerves the fun'ral, if it bring 

No hope of ſcarf, of hat band, gloves, or ring. 

Does any wealthy fair deſponding lye, 

With ſcrupl'ous conſcience. tho' ſhe knows not why; 
Would cordial counſel make the patient well ? 


Our Prieſt ſhall raiſe the vapour, not diſpel. 


His cant ſome orphan's piteous caſe ſhall bring, 

He bids her give, the widow's heart to ſing. 

He pleads for age in want—and, while ſhe lingers, 

Thus ſnares her charity with bird-lime fingers. 
Now in the Patron's manſion ſee the wight, 


Factious for pow'r—a ſon of Levi right! 


Servile to Squires; to vaſſals proud his mien, 

As Codex to inferior clergy ſeen. 

He flatters till you bluſh ; but, when withdrawn, 

*Tis his to ſlander, as t'was his to fawn. 

He pumps for ſecrets, pries o'er ſervants ways, 

And, like a meddling Prieſt, can miſchief raiſe ; 

And from. ſuch miſchief thus can plead deſert. 
« *Tis all my Patron's int'reſt at my heart.” 


Deep in his mind all wrongs from others live, 


None more need pardon, and none leſs forgive, 
At what does next his erudition aim? 
To kill the footed and the feather'd game: 
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T han this apoſtle for a daintier diſh, 
With line or net, ſhall plot the fate of fiſh. 

In kitchen what the cookmaid calls a cot, 

In cellar with the butler, brother ſot, 

Here too he corks; in brewhouſe, hops the beer, 
Bright in the hall, his parts at whiſt appear; 

Dext'rous to pack, yet at all cheats exclaiming, 

This Prieſt has av'rice, av'rice, itch of gaming, 

And gaming fraud; but fair he ſtrikes che ball, 

And at the plain of billiard pockets all. 

At tables now—but oh! if gammon'd there, 

The ſtartling echos, learn, like him to ſwear ! 

Tho' ne'er at authors in the ſtudy ſeen, 

At bowls ſagacious, maſter of the green. 

A connoiſſeur, as cunning as a fox, 

To ber on racers, or on battling cocks, 

To preach o'er beer, in boroughs to procure 

Voters, to make the *Squire's election ſure : 

For this, when clowns itare, gape, and grin, and bawl, 
Free to buffoon his function to em all. 

When the clod Juſtice ſome horſe-laugh would raiſe, 
Foremoſt the dulleſt of dull jokes to praile ; 

To ſay, or unſay at his Patron's nod, 

To do the will of all—ſave that of God. 

His int'reſt the moſt ſervile part he deems, 

Yet much he ſways, where much to ſerve he ſeems ; 
He ſways his patron, rules the lady moſt, 
And, as he rules the lady, rules the roaſt. 

Old tradeſmen muſt give way to new—his aim 
Extorted poundage, once the ſteward's claim. 
Tenants are rais'd, or as his pow'r encreaſes, 

Unleſs they fine to him, renew no leaſes, 
Thus tradeſmen, ſervants, tenants, none are free, 
Their loſs and murmur are his gain and glee, 

Lux'ry he loves; but like a prieſt of ſenſe, 

Ev'n lux'ry loves not, at his own expence. 
T ho” harlot paſſion wanton with his will, 
Yet av'rice 1s his wedded paſſion (till. 

See him with napkin, o'er his band tuck'd in, 

While the rich greaſe hangs gliſt'ning on his chin; 
| A 2 
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Or, as the dew from Aaron's beard declines, 
Ev'n to his garment hem, ſoft trickling ſhines ! 


He feeds and feeds, fwills ſoup and ſucks _ marrow, 
Swills, ſucks, and feeds, till leach'rous as a ſparrow. 


IThy pleaſure, Onan, now no more delights, 


The lone amuſement of his chaſter nights. 

He boaſts (let ladies put him to the teſt 1) 

Strong back, broad ſhoulders, and a well built cheſt. 
Wich ſtiff' ning nerves, now ſteals he ſly away, 


Alert, warm, chuckling, ripe for am'rous play; 


Ripe to careſs the laſs, he once thought meet, 
At church to chide, when pennanc'd in a ſneet, 
He pants, the titillating joy to prove; 

The fierce, ſhort ſallies of luxurious love. 


Not fair Cadeſis and Confeſſor than they, 


In ſtraining tranſport, more laſcivious lay. 
Conceives her womb, while each ſo mettled thrills, 
He plies her now with love, and now with pills. 
No more falſe penance, cloath'd in ſhame upon her, 
Theſe kill her embrio, and preſerve her honour. 
Riches, love, pow r, his paſſion then we own, 
Can he court pow'r, and pant not for renown ? 
Fool, wiſe, good, wicked, —all deſire a name, 
Than him, young heroes turn not more for fame. 
While about ways of Heav'n the ſchool-men jar, 


(The church re echoing to the wordy war) 


The ways of Earth, he, (on his horſe aſtride) 
Can with big words conteſt, with blows decide ; Pa 
He dares ſome carrier, charg'd with cumb'rous load, 
Diſputes, diſmounts, and boxes for the road. 

Ye hooting boys, „Oh! well play'd, Parſon, cry! 


Oh! well play d, Parſon! hooting vales reply; 


Winds watt it to cathedral domes around, 


Cathedral domes, from inmoſt quires reforms. 


The man has many meritorious ways, 
He'll ſmoke his Pipe, and London's prelate praiſe. 
His publick pray'rs, his oaths for George declare, 
Vet mental reſeryation may forſwear ; 
For, fate with friends, he now in royal ſtealth, 
Hiccups, and ſtagg'ring cries “ King Jemmy's health.“ 
G od 
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God's word he preaches now, and now profanes, 
Now ſwallows camels, and at gnats now ſtrains. 
He pities men, who, in unrighteous days, 
Read, or what's worſe, write poetry and plays. 
He readeth not what any author ſaith, - 
The more his merit in implicit faith. 
Thoſe who a jot ſrom mother church idtocle 
He damns like any Athanaſian creed; 
He rails at Hoadley, ſo can zeal poſſeſs him, 
He's orthodox, as Gibſon's ſelf - God bleſs him. 

Satan, whom yet, for once, he pays thankſgiving, 
Sweeps off th' Incumbent now of fat-gooſe living. 
He ſeeks his patron's lady, finds the fair, 
And for her int'reſt firſt prefers his pray'r. 
* You pole me not (ſaid ſhe) tho' hard the taſk ; 
« Tho' huſbands ſeldom give what wives will aſk. 
«© My dearee does not yet to think incline, 
« How oft your neſt you feather, Prieſt, from mine. 
« This pin-money, tho” ſhort, has not betray'd, 
Nor jewels pawn'd, nor tradeſmen's bills unpaid ; 
« Mine is the female faſhionable ſk1ll, 
To win my wants by cheating at quadrille. 
« You bid me, with prim look, the world delude, 
Nor fins my prieſt demurer than his prude. 
Leaſt thinks, my lord, you plant the ſecret horn, 
6 Phat yours his hopeful heir, ſo newly born. 
Fis mine, to tieze him firſt with jealous fears, 
And thunder all my virtue in his cars; 
My virtue rules unqueſtion'd Where's the cue 
For that which governs him, to govern you ? , 
| gave you pow'r, the family complain; 
gave you love, but all your love is gain. 
My int'reſt, wealth, for theſe alone you burn, 
With theſe you leave me, and with theſe return: 
Then, as no truant wants excuſe for play, 
'T was duty—duty call'd you far away; 
« 'The lick to viſit—ſome miles off to preach, 
« —You come not, but to ſuck one, like a leach.” 
Thus lady like, ſhe wanders from the caſe, 
Keeps to no part, but runs a wild gooſe chace. 
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She talks and talks to him her words are wind, 
For fat gooſe living fills alone her mind. 
He leaves her: 10 his Patron warm applies, 
e But Parſon, mark the terms, (his Patron cries) 
ce Yon door, you held for me, and hand maid Nell, 
* The girl now ſickens, and ſhe ſoon will ſwell. 
“ My ſpouſe has yet no jealous odd conjectures, 
« Oh, ſhield my morning reſt from curtain lectures! 


«© Parſon take breeding Nelly, quick to wife, 


& And fat-gooſe living then is yours for life.“ 
Patron and ſpouſe thus mutually beguil'd, 
Patron and Prieſt thus own each others child. 

Smock ſimony agreed—thus curates riſe, 


Tho' neither, learn d, nor witty, good, nor viſe. 
— Vicars, (poor wights!) for loſt impropriation, 


Rue, tho' good Proteſtants, the Reformation. 
Preferr'd from Curate, ſee our ſoul's protector, 
No murm'ring Vicar, but rejoicing Rector; 
Not hir'd by laymen, nor by laymen ſhewn, 


Church lands not theirs, and tythes no more his own! 


His Patron can't revoke, but may repent, 
To bully now, not pleaſe, our Parſon's bent. 
When from dependence freed, (ſuch veer" iy will!) 
Prieſts ſoon treat all, but firſt their Patrons ill. 
Veſtries he rates—Y lawyers hither draw ! 
He ſnacks— His people deep are plung'd in law. 
Now theſe plague thoſe, this pariſh now ſues that, 
For burying or maintaining fondling brat. 
Now with churchwardens cribs the rev'rend thief, 
From workhouſe pittance, and collection brief; 
Nay ſacramental, thus purloins as ſure, 
And ev'n at altars thus defrauds the poor. 
Poor folks he'll ſhun, but pray by rich, if ill, 
And watch, and watch, to ſlide into their will: 


Then pop, perchance in conſecrated wine, 


What ſpeeds the ſoul, he fits for realms divine. 
Why could not London, this good Parſon gain ? 

Before him ſepulchres had rent in twain : 

Then had he learn'd, with ſextons to invade, 

And ſtrip with facrilegious hands the dead ; 
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To tear off rings e' er yet the finger rots 
Co part them for th' veſture ſhroud caſt lots: 
Had made dead ſculls for coin the chymiſts ſhare, 
The female corpſe, the ſurgeon's purchaſed ware ; 
And peeping viewed, when for diſſection laid, 
That ſecret place, which love has ſacred made. 
Grudge heroes not your heads in ſtills enclos'd ! 
Grudge not ye fair, your parts ripp'd up, expos'd : 
As ſtrikes the choice anatomy our eyes, 
As here dead ſkulls, in quick'ning cordials riſe : 
From Egypt thus, a rival traffic ſprings, o 
Her vended mummies thus were once her kings ; 
The line of Ninus now in drugs is roll'd, 
And Ptolemy's himſelf for balſam fold, 
Volumes, unread, his library compole ; 
Gay ſhine their gilded backs in letter'd rows. 
Cheap he collects his friends the dupes, are known 
They buy, he borrows, and each books his own. 
Poor neighbours earn hi ale, but earn it dear, 
His ale he trafficks for a nobler cheer, 
For mugs of ale ſome poach—no game they ſpare, 
Nor pheaſant, partridge, woodcock, ſnipe, nor hare, 
Some plunder fiſn ponds, others (ven'ſon thieves, ) 
The foreſt ravage, and the Prieſt receives, 
Let plenty at his board, then lacquey ſerve, 
No ;—tho' with plenty penury will ſtarve. 
He deals with London hſhmongers— hi books 
Swell in accounts with poult'rers and with cooks. 
Wide and more wide his ſ«elling fortune flows; 
Narrower and narrower ſtill, his ſpirit grows. 
His ſervants—hard has fate their lot decreed, 
They tall like horſes, like Cameleons feed. 
Sunday, no ſabbath, i in labour ſpent, 
And Chriſtmas renders them as lean as lent. 
Their long, nor fai:hful ſervices engage, 
See 'em diſmiſo'd in ſickneſs, or in age. 
His wife, poor Nelly, leads a lite of dread, 
Now brat, now pinch'd in arms, and now in bread, 
If decent powder deck the adjuited hair, 
If modiſh ſilk, for once, improve her air; 
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Her with paſt faults, thus ſhocks his cruel tone, 
Faults—tho' from thence her dow'ry, now his w- WW. 
«© Thus ſhall my purſe your carnal joys procure? 

ce All dreſs is nothing, but a harlot's Jure. 

te Sackcloth alone, your fin ſhould penacn'd wear, 

«© Your locks, uncomb'd, with aſhes ſprinkled ſtare. 

cc Spare diet thins the blood—if more you crave, 

ce *Tis mine my viands, and your foul to ſave. 


« Blood muſt be drawn, not ſwell'd—then ſtrip and dread, 


e This waving horſe-whip circling o'er my head! 
ce Be yours the blubb'ring lip, and whimp'ring eye, 
6 Frequent this laſh ſhall right'ous ſtripes ſupply. 

& What ſquall you? Call no kindred to your aid, 

* You wedded, when no widow ; yet no maid. 

Did law Moſaic“ now in force remain, 


Say to what father durſt you then complain? 
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« What had your virtues witneſs'd ? well I know, 

« No bridal ſheets could virgin tokens ſhow. 

« Elders had ſought, but miſs'd the ſigning red, 

And law, then harlot, ſtrait had ſton'd you dead. 
Nor former vice alone her pain enſures, 

Nelly, for preſent virtue much endures ; 

For lo, ſhe charms ſome wealthy, am'rous ſquire! 

Her ſpouſe would let her, like his man, for hire. 

Tuere thus no fin, ſhould love her limbs employ, 

Be his the profit, and be hers the joy! 

This when her chaſtity, or pride denies, 

His words reproach her, and his kicks chaſtiſe. 
At length, in childbed, ſhe with broken heart, 

Tips-off, poor ſoul !—Let her in peace depart ! 

He mourns her death, who did her life deſtroy ; | 
He weeps ; and weeps—Oh, how he weeps—for joy! 
Then cries with ſeeming grief—< Is Nelly dead ? 

e No more with woman creak, my couch or bed!“ 
"Tis true; he ſpouſe nor doxy, more enjoys, 
Women farewell! He luſts not but for boys. 
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* Vide Deuteronomy Chap. xxii. ver, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 
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This Prieſt, ye clergy, not fictitious call. 
Think him not form'd, to repreſent ye all. 
Should ſatire, quirks of vile attornies draw, 
Say, would that mean to ridicule all law? 
Deſcribe ſome murd'ring quack with want of knowledge, 
Woul i true phyſicians cry—you mean the college? 
Bleſt be your cloth !—Bur, if in him, tis curſt, 
Tis as beſt things corrupted, are the worſt. 
But leſt, with keys, the guiltleſs curll detame, 
Be publiſhed here—Melchiſedeck his name. 
Of Oxford too; but her ſtrict terms have drop'd him, 
And Cambridge ad eundum ſhall adopt him. 
Of arts now maſter, him the hood confirms, 
'Scap'd are his exerciſes, 'ſcap'd his terms. 
See the degree of doctor next excite! 
The fcarf, he once uſurp'd becomes his right. 
A Doctor? could he diſputants refute ? 
Not ſo—firſt compromis'd was the diſpute. 
At fat gooſe living, ſeldom he reſides, 
A Curate there, ſmall pittance well provides. 
See him at London ſtudiouſly profound, 
With bags of gold, not books, encompaſs'd round! 
He, from the broker, how to job diſcerns, 
He, from the ſcriv'ner, art of uſury learns : 
How to let int'reſt run on int'reſt knows, 
And how to draw the mortgage, how forecloſe. 
Tenants and boroughs bought with mon'ſtrous treaſure, 
Elections turn obedient to his pleaſure. 
Like Stubbing, let him county mobs ſupport, 
And then like Stubbing, crave a grace at court ; 
He ſues, he tiezes, and he perſeveres, 
Not bluſhleſs Henley leſs abaſh'd appears. 
His impudence of proof in ev'ry trial 
Kens no polite, and heeds no plain denial. 
A ſpy, he aims, by others fall to riſe; 
Vile as Iſcariot U—, betrays, belies ; 
And ſay, what better recommends than this? 
Lo, Codex greets him with a holy kiſs;, 
Him thus inſtructs in controverſial ſtuff, 
Him, who ne'er argued, but with kick and cuff! 
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My weekly miſcellany be your lore ! 
e Thence riſe, at once, the champion of church pow'r ! 
The trick of jumbling contradictions know 
* Inchurch be high, in politicks ſeem low. 
* Seek ſome antagoniſt, then wound his name, 
© The better ſtill his life, the more defame : 
* Quote him unfair, and, in expreſſion quaint, 
* Force him to father meanings, never meant 
“Learn but mere names, reſiſtleſs in your page, 
* For theſe enchant the vulgar, thoſe enrage. 
* Name CHURCH, that myſtic ſpell ſhall mobs ad, 
e Let HERETIC, each reas'oning Chriſtian brand; 
« Cry SCHISMATICK, let men of conſcience ſhrink, 
* Cry INFIDEL, and who ſhall dare to think? 
e Invoke the civil power, not ſenſe, for aid, 
*« Aſſert, not argue, menace, not purſuade ; 
She w Diſcord and her fiends would fave the nation, 
e But her call Peace, her fiends, a convocation. 
« By me, and Webſter, finiſhed thus at {chool, 
“ Laſt, for the pulpit learn this golden rule ! 
* Detach the ſenſe, and pother o'er the text, 
* And puzzle firſt yourſelf, your audience next; 
Ne er let your doctrine, ethic truth impart, 
« Be that as free from morals, as your heart ! 
“ Say faith, without one virtue, ſhall do well, 
6 But, without faith, all virtues doom to hell! 
« What is this faith? Not what (as Scripture ſhows) 
* Appeals to reaſon, when 'twould truth diſclole. 
«* This, againſt reaſon, dare we recommend, 
* 12 aith may be true, but not on truth depend. 
Tis myſtic light A light, which ſhall conceal : 
W 1585 revelation, which ſhall not reveal. 
*« If faith is faith, tis orthodox in brief, 
* Belief, not orthodox, is not belief ; 
e And who has not belief, pronounce him plain 
No Chriſtian—Codex bids you {4/5 maintain.“ 
Thus, with much wealth, ſome jargon and no grace, 
To ſeat epiſcopal our Doctor trace! 
Codex deceiving the ſuperior car, 
Procures the Conge (much miſcall'd) d'Elire, 
(Let this the force of our fine precept tell, 
That faith without one virtue ſhall do well!) 


1 


The Dean and Chapter daring not t'enquire 

Elect him - Why? To ſhun a præmunire. 
Within, without, be tidings roll'd around, 

Organs within, and bells without reſound. 

Lawn ſleev'd and mitred, ſtand he now confeſt 
See Codex conſecrate A ſolemn jeſt ! 

The wicked's pray'rs prevail not—pardon me, 
Who, for your Lordſhip's bleſſing, bend no knee. 

Like other Prieſts, when to ſmall ſees you ſend * em, 

Let ours hold fat-gooſe living in Commendam ! 
An officer, who ne'er his king rever'd, 

For trait'rous toaſts and cowardice caſhier'd : 

A broken Pothecary, once renown'd 

For drugs, that poiſon'd half the country round, 
From whom warm girls, if pregnant e'er they marry, 
Take phyſick, and for honour's fake miſcarry. 

A lawyer fam'd, for length'ning bills of coſt, 
While much he plagu'd mankind, his clients moſt ; 
To lick up ev'ry neighbour's fortune known, 
And then let lux'ry lick up all his own. 

A Cambridge ſoph, who once for wit, was held 
Eſteem'd ; but vicious, and for vice expell'd : 
With parts, his Lordſhip's lame one's to ſupport, 
In well tim'd ſermons, fit to cant at court; 
Or accurately pen (a talent better) | 
His Lordſhip's ſenate ſpeech, and paſt'ral letter: 
Theſe four to purify from ſinful ſtains, 

This Biſhop firſt abſolves, and then ordains, 

His Chaplains theſe ; and each of riſing knows 

* Thoſe right'ous arts; by which their Patron roſe. 

See him LORD SPIRITUAL, dead voting ſeated ! 
He ſoon, tho' not to Heav'n, ſhall be tranſlated, 
Would now the Mitre circle Rundle's creſt ? 

See him with Codex, ready to protelt ! 
Thus holy, holy, holy Biſhop riſe ; 
Tho' neither learn'd, nor witty, good, nor wile ! 

Think not theſe lays, ye Clergy, would abuſe ; 
Thus, when theſe lays commenc'd, premis'd the Muſe. 
« All Prieſts are not the ſame, be underſtood ! 

« Prieſts are, like other folks, fome bad, ſome good.“ 
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The good no ſanction give the wicked's fame, 

Nor with the wicked ſhare the good in ſhame. 

Then wiſe free-thinkers cry not {martly thus 

te Is the Prieſt work d? The poet's one of us.“ 
Free thinkers, bigots are alike to me, 

For theſe miſdeem half-thinking, thinking free; 

Theſe ſpeculatives without ſpeculation, 

Call myſt'ry, and credulity ſalvation. 

Let us believe with reaſon, and in chief, 


Let our good works demonſtrate our belief, 


Faith, without virtue, never ſhall do well, 


And never virtue without faith excel. 


